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There exist quite striking parallels between the tvo cases. I have 
conducted exhaustive investigations and inquiries at Turin, Lyons 
and Paris, and have discovered that the general. mode of attack of 
the demon Grappin on Vianney bears an uncanny resemblance to that 
of the demon Nichol on Dominic. One obsrves in both casea similar 
terms of abuse being employed: muttonheed, dumpling, taumpkin, oaf. 
In each cass the denon's harangue follows a like theme: the victim 
ia a fraud who has to be expoged. Another common feature ig the 
disturbance of chairs and furniture vhich forces the sleeper to 
avaken, after which he is violently seperated from his bed~clothes 
and reduced to a state of gibboring lunacy. I have consulted no 
isss than three authoritios, a Jew, a Zorcastrian and a Jesuit, 
demonclogists of international celebrity, and have been left in 

no doubt that the denon in Dominic's life is none other than that 
Grappin who, after a sleep of 150 years, having failed miserably 
in his labours with the Cure d! Ars, has returned to lay seige to 
the soul of this poor man in the toilet. Why Dominic? you say. 

Why not Dr Lofft, for example, or the Chief Constable perhaps, or 
the Clerk of the Glasgow Presbytery? We do not know. These are 
mysteries. Some say a demon is a braggart and a covard, and attacks 
only the weak, the inadequate and the pathetic. On all these counte 
my client pleads guilty. But is it fair that the selfsame tormenta 
which have hoisted Vianney inte the realms of sainthood should have 
landed my client in the booby-hatch? 


Lord Dimpark: I have heard of the demon drink and its effects: 
cirrhosis of the Liver, abdominal dropsy, chronic catarrh of the 
stomach and fibrous lobulated hyperplasia or potato nose. I wouldn't 
have thought it vas much to the point. Ig the demon Bear de Nichol 
or Grappin capable of worse? May 1t not be that the min in the 
toilet is himself a demon? 


Dominis (inte the pan, in a high-pitched wail): Feumeidh mi a 
dhol dhachaidh. Chan urreinn dhomh fedtheamh nas fhaide. 
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Greta: He will come heme with mo now. That is hia wish. 
Terry Tyler, MP: Not on your life. 
Dr lofft: I cannot allow it. The man is dangerous. 


(Dondnic staggers to his fect, looks out, shakes his head and 
seats himself on the toilet bowl.) 


Dominic: Too many faces. There are people here who should be 
stifled. Maybe I'l] be in touch with certain people here quite soon, 
4nd 1 don't mean ine straight jacket. Some of you people better 
watch out. I've heard the things you've been saying. 


_ (lounded caretakers from the city's high rise communities 
parade before the Provost. Some are in wheelchairs, others on 
crutches, all are swathed in bandages or encased in plaster. 
Many carry RSPCA memorials to the thousands of Group 4 Potel 
Seourity guard degs slung from the roofs, shot with air guns or 
dumped down refuse chutes. The Provost takes the salute.) 


Dominic: Laat night my dreams vere more vivid than before, 
but I wien't afraid. ALL the people gathered round me think I'n 
aluple-minded because I vant to fly. I can see the anxiety in ; 
their faces ag I go crashing into a yall. I shout out: Watch me! 
Just watch! And I glide smoothly up the vall. 4nd aftormrda, 
when I'm dressing, they offer to help me with my buttons. And 
when ali the monsters of my boyhood come round me in the living- 
roon I'm not afraid. I alweys tried to please them but leok: oy 
coat has been stolen. Walking in the street was alwaya difficult. 
Coming up the street that night and the two men coming tovards me. 
They were laughing. I heard one say to the other: ‘Look at the 
state of this cunt‘. That night I uent to bed fecling wretched. 

I wasn't fit to live, not fit to walk in the street. Another day 
& got drunk: I played the clowm in the street: the workmen laughed 
and clapped their hands. So I have to get away from here. What I 
will do in London I cannot say. 
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I'll try to settle everything befors I leave, put all my affairs . 
in ordar. I have te go some place where 1 can hold my head up and 
breathe again. I am tormented in this place. 


(Jimmy Hitler Robinson is slowly edging his vay towards Dominic.) 


De lafft: I would let him alone for the prezent. Ths almost 
vegutable calm which can sometimes descend upon this type of patient 
can be very misleading. One would expect recurrent periods of 
inertia when the cardinal affective symptoms do not obtrude on the 
surface. One my sven anticipate moments of comparative lucidity. 
Razors end knives and other sharp objects should always be removed 
from the patient's area of: movement. At the other end of this bi- 
polar illness lies the manic phase in which all the behavioral 
defects manifest themselves quite dramtieally. The interluies of 
passivity and mania can displace sach other with great rapidity and 
often without any prior warning. I feel the public should be warned 
not. te attempt to apprehend this individual. In my experisnes it 
takes six officers fully experienced in riot control to overpaver 
such a porson. He my have a weapon. 


Dominics You better believe it. 
Bidie Morgan, Mo4.t What if I offered him his job back? 
Dewinic: You can stick that right up your shiter. 


De Lufft: ne expects these outbursts of filth. I have had so 
much directed at me in my career that I am now quite hardened to 
it. In manic depressive insanity or cyclothymia the patient's 
vertal outflow 1s invariably foul ani abusive. Ge just closes 
one's ears, Nothing any patient says to me now bas the least effect 
upon mo. Although of course I take it all inte account when I come 
to consider what treatment should be administered. This individual 
has regressed badly since hia HOT wes interrupted. G2 re-admission 
bis seeial avoidance responses (see Professor Bysenck) will again 
be righted. No one has anything to fear. We know what we're doing. 
Z trust the heavy-team are on their wey. 


Victor (placing a hand on the Provost's shoulder): This is 
the man, I can now svear to it. I wasn't sure before because I 
only knew him from seeing his picture in the paper a couple of 
tines, like when be was talking toa camel or shaking hands with 
the Chlef Constable. You couldn't trust election posters because 
the vandals alvays got there first. I didn't want to name him as 
& witness until I was sure it was the right mn. Now I can swear 
positive he was the man at the upper window. My case comes up on 
the tventy-third of this month and the Provost will be a key 
witness in my fight to clear my name. He must have seen everything 
fro that top-fleor windew. I was the person the two plainclothesmen 
Kicked inte and trampled in John Street the day the vandels struck 
at the City Chambers. I was leoking up and he was losing down. I 
hope he remembers. If any other people here happened to be in the 
vicinity of John Streat on the 14th of April this year round about 
Li-15 A.M. and who my have seen me standing at the pole, I appeal 
to them to como forward as well. I thank you all. I have to go now. 


Lord Provost: Is this a pantomime or what? I have never laid 
eyes on the man in ny life. I don't imow what he's tallcing about. 


Victor: I wis lying on the ground and my hands were handouffed 
behind my back. One policamn ws standing on my head, the other 
was kicking me in the stomach. Don't you raneuber? When I leoked up 
I could see you at the windey. 


Dotective Sergeant Leonard: That's a notorious pervert. Ths 
truth ia he grabbed me by the balls and I fell on him. I was ina 
state of terrible shock. 


Lottie (alluring in a white georgette peasant blouse vhich 4a 
trimmed with gold braid, and silk chiffon skirt printed with corise, 
emerald and blue flowers and embroidered with gold sequins): Damn 
and fuck you, Victor! ‘That's dene it. We're finished. 


(Detective Sergeant Leonard and his cadets take Victor into 
custody. } 


Lottie (piercing, impassioned, gleeful): Pulp bimt Pulp 
that bastard! 


Hubert Blakely: Don't distress yoursel?, my deay, Ye's ap 
goed as pulpel this minute. 


Lottie (as one distracted): Is 4t then finiched? 


Hubert Blakely: Quite definitely, I chowld say. They my wish 
you to furnish then with details of bis arimes. A pure formlity, 
of courge, 


Lottie (cemi~comtose): That I will do + and then an ond of 
it. 


Hubert Mlakely: It ig # deoision you will never regret. What 
& sorry apecimen he isf What filth} I only wish you had told me, 
given me some hint. To think you had to suffer the likes of that 
all these years. He's even worse then the man in the tedlet, What 
fortitude of spirit you are blessei with, dear Lottie, 4nd now you 
mist come inte partnership with ms without o moment'g delay. I'11 
not take no for an answer, And later on, 4f you could bring yoursele 
to look with favour on any man after what you've been through, 
perhaps « for I am well-to-do, after all, and have loved you longer 
than you know » perhapa, well, you and 1,..7- 


TV Moguls Quite good, quite good. I see possibilities 4n this, 
T want your left hand placed firmly on Lottis's richt buttock, That's 
fine. You have to remember the kind af people you're suppossd to be. 
Now why base Lottie got shot of Victor? All right, he was a sex 
teniac, but Lottie ton't emotly frigid herself. No, 1t goes deeper 
than that. Thie ie whore television comes inte it. I want you to 
consontrate on the chief ingredients of the philosophy of life 
embodied in Lottie, It is a philosophy evolved out of not less than 
7,790 peal viewingetime hours. It incorporates inaights whieh Vietor 
docsn't share because Victer has barioned hie heart against 
television. Lottie knows ~- and it is this realisation which is the 
foundation and cornerstone of civilization as we imow it ~ that 
nothing she could ever think, say or even do will ever be the least 
bit relevant. 


Net als are 


4s for Victor, he rewing imprisoned in the illusions of yasteryear. 
A retarded personality - still beliewing that at sometime, somewhere, 
he can be @ force for change, a masaiah no less. taybe good mterial 
for an in-depth horrorereport, All right to owitch onte far a sood 
sbudder bot not for living with. He was never ucant for diving with. 
You can sit nov, Lottie, and oress your legs, Gress them end re-cross 
them. You do that very nicely, Gubert likes that. What a paragon you 
have there, Hubert. 4 uodel of exellence, Samebody you can discuss 
things with, the ristug cost of living. The sinking pound, The high 
abortion rate. The lowering of standards. Inflation, deflation. You 
ean even slag the politicians ~ but you never negleat to vote. Voting 
ia good for the soul. Alea you enn apportion hlane, relentlessly. Fut 
it all down to the permissive society, the workshy layabout, the lack 
of parental authority, the lenieney of the courts, the neddling, 
wrongeheaded doegocders, the hloodyeaimled reds under the beds, the 
wreckars holding the country to rgnsom. All solntillating stuff, 
quite harmless cni strictly within the guidelines of Lottie's 
philosophy. Between you you have overything laid ont straight and 
aquare and no leose ends. Nothing unaccounted far, nothing that 
mattera, that da, Not that you nead stop at apportioning blame. The 
world is ine mess, the country is going to the doga, all right, 
fine; but t's people like Lottie and lubart whe will stave off 
dieaater in the oni. For betwean you you ave able, not only to 
Pinpoint, dissect and analyze the social nlaise, but actually 

cone up with remedies, solutdons ~ ‘the solution, in feot. Not death 
by hanging, Lettie was only Jesting on that cccasion. Mot the catqot= 
Mine-talls, nor the ajambok, nor the kurbash, nor the bireherod, ner 
the chabouk ~ all these things are well enough, in their wy. But 
reneuber you are two liberated people and you Leave all that sort 

of thing to the pavers that be. That's your strongth, Your solutions 
the solution,.is that very philosophy which enables you to pinpoint, 
dissest and analyze without ever atteupting to ‘temper with the 


son we / renin, Ine word, your solution is yourselves.” What could be 


ao are th 


wiylkors on the , 


Ww el s 


J gopler or nare satisfying? For the seoret, as you very wall know, 


de never to tamper. Tampering can lead to fatal consequences. Look 

at poor Victor, a born weddler, always making protests, always on 
about this, thet or the other. What a joke that wl Always getting 
hot and bothered about things which never really concerned him, 

things whieh all right-thinking people leave te the proper authorities 
to sort ont, That wis the beginning of Victor's sad decline. 


200 


Rest your hand on her ines, Hubert. Lottie remembers the protests. 
Radioactive waste, the official searets act, the forced drugging 
of prisoners, supersonie atroraft gases, anim), experiments, the 
profit motive in induetry, fast breader Feactora, pecragesa, wage 
slavery, pharmaceutical companies, the neutron bomb, the gnomes of 
Zurich, hormone therapy, inner-city motorways, aerosols, tower 
blocks, white bread, Roy Janking, the goggle box, compulsory 
miseducation, aversion therapy, thé Holy Loch nuslear base, property 
Cause speculators, HOT, the Shah of Tran, the Staumheim murders, Ordera in 
niscitt! —“Gqunedl,” fluorosarbons, tachograplis, the KEG, the SAS, insecticides, 
| Aldermaston, psewio foods, Solzhenitsyn, nuslear power stations, 
butter mountains, blood sports, Ganeral Eenzer, the CIA, battery 
hens, Bysenek's genetle theory of criminality, veNee's demnds, the 
mauufacture of achizophrenica, the Spactal Branch, cadmium 
polsoning, the tawse, admen, the Atomic ergy Authority, saccharin 
and toxie offiuent - you name it, he was opposed to it. Then, later 
on, when none of that could satisfy him eny longer, he turned his 
attentions to little boya and giria. From intervening to interfering, 
from subversion to depravity, is but a chort step. Ho one knows this 
better than Lottie. She has lived through it. But all that 4s now 
buried in the past. Lottle has bad the courage te satan? up and 
renounce Vieter befor'a Pight nillion spellbound viewera. Tomorrow 
she will have him certified. The horizon brightens. A new day dawns 
for hottle and ever-faithful Hubert. I want you, Lottie, to pat 
your haunch a couple of tines like they do in the advert = you 
have struck gold! 4h yes, perfectly delightful. You too, Hubert, 
come aleng, don't be tashful. The people at hone are clapping their 
hands, Where's the musie? There should be susto! 


4.0, Weights Now leok here. Do you cal) this fair piay? My 
poor Denice has been through every bit as much, dnd she doesn't just 
sit there with her legs crossed, docs she? She has contributed more 
te this thinkin than anybody. If your switchboard ie jammed, it's 
due to my daughter, lie never asked Denise to pat her bum, It's a 
ease of those and such as thoso, 4f you ask me. And I won't have it. 
My daughter bas divulged the undivulgSble, and this is the thanks 
we got. Just twa tushters fae Abardeon to be buffetted and abused. 
Ab'l1 no! hiy it, 4h tell yet Dochter, sever yir pairts; a isa 
no’ vory interested. 


Lol 


(the eight beefy ladies of Itlytank, crazed with 
liquor and thirsting for Victor's blood, amsh their 
way in from the wrecked buffet and swamp Sergeant 
Leonard and his cadets in a frenaied onalaught of 
heaving blubber. They claw viciously at the prisoner 
tut he scrambles clear, mizmus his coat and trousers, 
and takes refuge beside Dominic in the tellet. The 
ladies of Lilybank fall about the place on their 
fannies and, after the muner of the Face, mke 
hideous noises with their mouths. Funky, punky Ruth 
Wypert, theDaily Record's fun-loving columist, is 
interviewing the Face.) 


Ruth Wypart: Is 1t true you were once a commande? 

Do you still like to fist people in the mouth when they 
least expect it? Why did the Aussies hound you? Would 
you describe yourself as a reformed ting? Ave you a cult? 
Have you given permission for your brain te be removed 
after your death and flown to a rescarch laboratory in 
Wichita, Kansas, to be the subject of intensive medical 
probes? I'm going to say yours the best thing that's hit 
Scotland since a) rubber johnnies, b) Polish sausage, c) 
Y fronts, d) Reo Stakis, ¢) tampons, f) tattle scones, g) 
Johnny jelly, h) Sunday drinking, 1) vibratars, j) toilet 


tiesue, k) vinyl finish, 1) Depo-Provera, m) kotex simplicity 


mink pads or n) Cor Wullis. Pick your epithet. 


(Dominic makes reom on the teilet bowl for Victor, ) 


Victor: I'm obliged te you. 


Douinies Don't mention it. 
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Terry Tyler, MPs Now we have two men in the toilet. 
My worst fears have come to pass. My warnings went 
unheeded, 


Mama. Rook (with opera glasses): | Now we'll see some 
tricks. 


Anita Bolls: I am ready when you are, boys! 


Lord Provost (to his wife): I wish we'd gone to the 
bingo. 


The Very Rev. Mgr. Canom Hugh Slavin (patting Denise's 
knee in tender admonition): Pray to Blessed John 
Ogilvie, ny dear. 


Pastor Baas: Is this a Papish cabal or what? There's 
ecumenical poison here. 


Father Gilbert Gkeas: Thank you, my friend. A timely 
reminder. I say the Tridentine Mass at the Church of the 
Holy Ghost in John Street every Sunday morning at 11. 

Our numbers may be negligible but the quality of devotion 
is superb. We have already had an apparition there. Mme 
young lady was cured of ecsem, another of strabismus. 

We hope it's a trend. At least the water is drinkable, 
we've had all the lead piping removed. Pilgrims queue at 
my door just to taste it. God bless Father Levebre. 


Pastor Basses They always have a gimmick. 


Lottie (to Hubert Blakely, her hand over her eyes): Are 
they doing it? 


Mubert Blakely (on tiptes): § There seems to be some 
delay. 
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Dr. Jenny Lengton~Bell,; OBE (gayéclubihoatess, 5 Woodside 
Place, Glasgow, telephone 331 1881, 6 lines): | So there 
are two men in the tollet. We should encourage it. Mark ny 
words: it is our only hops. 225,374 males aged between 
eighteen and forty-four, Femles in that age-group number 
only 146,803. A surplus mle population of 79,571. Do you 
wonder we hove two men in the tollet? 40,000 of these 
surplus miles live in this area, The Chief Constable has 
the figures. A steep rise in rapes, murders and child 

abuse, I have been indecently assaulted 6 times in the 

last half-hour, Wo have widespread chronic masturbation 
neurosis: think of soccer hooliganism, disco dancing, queer 
bashing. Standards of civilised conduct have shrunk to 
vanishing point. Is this town to become a death camp? A 
slinking repuleivenesa is all-pervading: think of public 
house managers and barmen, railway officials and bus 
drivers, police constables and students, teachers and MPs, 
folk singers and Scotch comics, news readers and journalists, 
lawyers and dentists, football managers and bosses of 
nationalised industries = gross, coarse, hideous, loathesome 
and repulsive! So vhat is to be done? In the long term we 
have the technology to enable us to do two things: a) abort 
& given percentage of mle foetuses each year, and b) employ 
drugs and hormones prior to conception to ensure a female 
birth. That's the long term. But what do we do right now? 
Polyandry? I am afraid not. We are not up to it. Even if 
the politicians bad the guts, which they haven't, and the 
Church would shut ite mouth, which it won't, the people 
would not manage 1t. Our women could not cope emotionally 
with more than one spouse, and men are insufficiently 
mature to share a wife. Calvinist conditioning cannot be 
thrown aff ina day. No, to my mind, in the short term, it 
is homosexuality or nothing. Ve must encourage it. We must 
inoulcate it from an early age. A sex reorientation 
programme should be instigated immediately. The sexual 
predilections of authors, living and dead, should be printed 
in bola type on the title pages of their books. 
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We anticipate no resistance in thet quarter. Living authors are 
addicted to confession, and the dead sodomites, paedophiles, 
masochists and tribades, like Shakespeare, Plato, Samuel Johnson 
and Gertrude Stein, to name but a tiny sample, have long boen 
exposed. In the classroom the vital personal facts are never 
allowed to emerge. This secrecy 1s a luxury we can no longer 
afford, Henceforth our teachers must boldly introduce precise 
details of the sexual life of authors the children are expected 
to be acquainted with. For life and art are not seperate 
entities, Neither is comprehensible without recourse to the 
other. And we mst push on even further yet. We must incorporate 
into our scheme of things not only artists and intellectuals, of 
whom the public entertains the gravest doubts, anyway, but also 
hard-headed businessmen, decision~mkers and extroverted bully~ 
boys. In a word, we need the whole of Who's Who. How are we to 
get them? Nothing simpler. Let all Establishment figures be 
obliged, by Jaw if necessary, to submit to a lie detector test 
in public, preferably on the network, to verify stated sex 
proclivities. Badges would then be issued bearing the appropriate 
insignia for each of the 21 perversions and for every conceivable 
combination of perversions. Badges would also be issued for 
straight heteros. On all form public occasions, as for example 
when handing owt savage sentences, when stepping backwards in a 
purple robe, when reading the news, or when addressing the 
Durham miners’ gala, wearing of badges, prominently displayed, 
would be compulsory, Think of cabinet ministers, TV tycoons, 
soccer stars, quiz masters, chairmen of multi-national 
corporations, air force personnel, admiralty clerks, stock 
exchange wizards, archbishops, Miss World, top civil servants, 
Cambridge dons, the monarch, disc jokeys, the monarch's relations, 
navy wives, the Keeper of the Swans, merchant banker's, members of 
the Special Patrol Group, tennis pros, Lobby correspondents, the 
staff of royal households (including chauffeurs), colonial 
hangmen, trade union officials, headmsters, the SAS, 9 knizhta 
out of 10, the police (all ranks, mle and femle), stand-up 
comics, wild-fowl leirds, Oxford blues, chanteur's de charme, 
Mormon missionaries and the Extra Groom in Waiting. 
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The proportion of deviants thus detected would undoubtedly 
be high - sizeable enough, one feels, to immodiately 
upgrade the 21 perversions in public esteem and trigzer- 
off in the lumpen mss a spirit of emulation which nothing 
could inhibit. Players and officials of Ranzers and Geltic, 
ever alive to their civic duties and responsibilities, can 
be counted on to start the band wegon rollinc in no 
uncertain manner. A goodly number of TV snooker 
celebrities, in stunning shirt and resplendent waistcoat, 
will algo be of invaluable assistance at the outset. As 
for the two men in the toilet, inasmuch as they have held 
firm in the midst of brickbat and calculated insult, and, 
with a view to the public good, have gallantly persevered, 
seeking not to escape the execration and the astonishment 
and the repreaches of this nest of vipers, I humbly 
propose four steps which should be taken to right 

matters: 1) that their names be forwarded by the Scottish 
Secretary with a welghty recommendation that each mn has 
conferred upon him the Companionage of Monour; 11) that 
they be granted forthwith the Freedom of the Gity of 
Glasgow, so that they my disport themselves, without 
risk to liberty or personal safety, throughout the lenzth 
and breadth of this mildewed scab of a towns iii) that 
some sculptor person be commissioned to do a bronze 
depicting the scene in the toilet, to be exhibited in the 
environs of Queen Street railway station; and iv) that 
there be a civic reception with buffet meal, cubaret, bar 
and fancy dreas, under the auspices of the Lord Provost 
and the Clty of Glasgow District Council, in the City 
Chambers, on the occasion of each succeeding anniversary 
of this fateful and momentous think-In. Good night. 


(A flying picket of 63 redundant seat-wipers converges 
on the toilet.) 
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ist Seat Wipers Handa off our toilets. 
2nd Seat Wipers And all who shit in’ them 


TV Moguls I just don't like 4t. There is no 
future in this stuff. 


RO, Wrights Now you're talking, My Denise 
gave twenty-eight million viewers more for their 
money than @ slap on the arse, Just what is so 
special about this Lottie? My daughter 1s into IV 
ag much ap any of them. She eats, drinks and sleeps. 
television, In fect it's the only thing she lives 
for, apart from Dr MacCaig's twice weekly visits. 


ist Beefy Lady of Lilybanks Where is St Magnus 
the Short? He promised to stick by us. 


2nd Beefy Lady of Lilybank:s We're hocked on 
that little mn. 


3rd Beefy Lady of Lilybanks He said if we wont 
on the telly in his programme and got drunk and played 
the fool, the comoil would paint our closes and 
landscape our back-courts, All they did was raise our 
rents, 


4th Beefy Lady of Lilytants He's short in the 
leg but long in the tooth, 


oth Baefy Lady of Lilybanks The Lord save ug 
from BBC poofs. 


6th Beefy Lady of Lilybank: Ne said we had to 
have 2 knees-up to end with, They poured vodka into 
big Alice Aitken to get her to jump, 


7th Beefy Lady of Lilybank: If Magnus was here 
he would sort this whole thing out, A great mind in a 
little body. 


